LORD  HERBERT

Nay, thou art greater too, more destiny

Depends on thee than on her influence,                    10

No hair thy fatal hand doth now dispense,

But to someone a thread of life must be.

While, gracious unto me, thou both dost sunder
Those glories which, if they united were,
Might have amazed sense, and show'st each hair,      15

Which if alone had been too great a wonder.

And now, spread in their goodly length, sh' appears
No creature which the earth might call her own,
But rather one that in her gliding down

Heav'n's beams did crown, to show us she was theirs.   20

And come from thence, how can they fear Time's rage,
Which, in his power else on earth most strange,
Such golden treasure doth to silver change,

By that improper alchemy of age?

But stay, methinks new beauties do arise,                   25

While she withdraws these glories which were spread.
Wonder of beauties, set thy radiant head,

And strike out day from thy yet fairer eyes.

DITTY IN IMITATION OF THE SPANISH
Entre tanto que VAuril

Now that the April of your youth adorns

The garden of your face,
Now that for you each knowing lover mourns,

And all seek to your grace,
Do not repay affection with scorns.                           5

What though you may a matchless beauty vaunt,

And that all hearts can move
By such a power as seemeth to enchant,

Yet, without help of love,
Beauty no pleasure to itself can grant.                    10